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tongue. The other day I was at a country-
house where an old and extremely tiresome
General laid down the law on the subject of
the Mutiny, where he had fought as a youthful
subaltern. I was pretty sure that he was making
the most grotesque misstatements, but I was not
in a position to contradict them. Next the
General was a courteous, weary old gentleman,
who sate with his finger-tips pressed together,
smiling and nodding at intervals. Half-an-hour
later we were lighting our candles. The General
strode fiercely up to bed, leaving a company of
yawning and dispirited men behind. The old
gentleman came up to me and, as he took a
light, said with an inclination of his head in
the direction of the parting figure, "The poor
General is a good deal misinformed. I didn't
choose to say anything, but I know something
about the subject, because I was private secre-
tary to the Secretary for War,"
That was the right attitude, I thought, for the
gentlemanly philosopher ; and I have learnt from
my old friend the lesson not to choose to say
anything if a turbulent and pompous person lays
down the law on subjects with which I happen
to be acquainted.